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Welcome to the Jungle, Baby 


Author's Notes: 
Wrote this because l'm blocked on another. Damn it. 


So this bitch is standing in front of me. She's a real looker, you know? With her long legs, big breasts and even 
bigger eyes, she's a Venus. She's pretending to be all innocent, but she moves like a slut. H's an interesting 
contradiction but | don't really care. | bet her legs spread real easy and that's all that really matters. | couldn't 
care less if she whores herself out every night or she's just making a special exception Maybe she wants me 
to be her first. Maybe she's wet with the thought of having me take her virginity. Judging from the way 
she's twirling her hair, staring up at me with big green eyes, more than a little star-struck, | think that just 


maybe the case. 
All | really know is she standing her in her tight skirt that couldn't get any shorter practically begging me to 
fuck her. She wants me to slam her up against the brick wall she's casually leaning against, rip open her red 


skirt and fuck her with an audience gaping on. She wants me to show her just what a dirty slut she is. 


Except she might scream if | did all of that. Women are crazy like that, because they're all stupid bitches. 


Every single one. What's wrong with just taking what you want, everyone else be damned? Society's 
expectations are the only thing keeping me even barely restrained. 


| could take her right now-fuck her until she bleeds—just because I'm me and it's what | want to do. Fucking 
slut wouldn't be able to do a fucking thing. She could scream her throat hoarse until she couldn't even whisper 


anymore, scratch me until her nails break and | wouldn't care. 


They would though; the "audience" for the so-called tragedy that the slut is begging for, the posers and 
wannabes populating the street would care. Just because it wouldn't be them taking. So | have to behave 
myself, standing here and pretending like a give a shit what she thinks. She's nattering on about something 
fucking boring like her fucking ferret or something and she's so stupid she thinks I'm hanging on every word. 


My attention wanders to the rest of the street corner, over the dazed star-fuckers and the drugged-out 
junkies. A drunk stumbles by, waving cheerfully at me. | flip him off and ignore him. | hate it when people 
pretend to fucking know me and speaking of which.. | slam my hand against the wall behind the bitch, startling 


her out of her own self-important pretentiousness. "I'm bored" 
"Oh. Well, I." 


"1?" | lead. Like | fucking care. | force myself to smile, feeling my mood lighten with the fake gesture. "Want to 
get out of here?" 


The girl nods and | haul her away from the wall. Time to make good on all the things she's been promising me 
all night. She bites her lip and forces a smile too, so | pull her close, nuzzling at her neck "Second thoughts?" | 
whisper. "Its okay," | begin and promise her the moon and stars and whatever else if she'll just sleep with me 


tonight. The lies that any guy tells his one-night stand. And the dumb cunt buys it. 


| pass Slash on the way home, but he doesn't even see me, buried in a willing groupie's bosom. That's okay, | 
didn't want to see him, either. Duffs standing right beside him, a brunette on his arm, apparently following 
Slash and his slut to the nearest bed. 


My bitch still has such stars in her eyes, that she doesn't even notice them as we pass by, because she's so 
fixated on me. What do you want to bet she's got visions of hearts and flowers? It's funny to me that she'll 
be so disappointed in the morning but, by then, | won't care. 


She's begging me for it, just begging to be disappointed and shown how the world really works. She's just 
another hooker on the street, except even better because | don't have to pay her. | can kick her out as soon 
as I'm through and not have to think about her ever again. The very thought makes me high. Oh, its a power 
trip all right, to be able to use and discard with abandon. 


Ill get a new one after I'm done with her, | think. Yeah. Hell, why not go for two next time? Maybe this one will 


even have a few recommendations? | have to suppress a chuckle at the thought. 


A blonde passes on the right, her eyes lighting up when she sees me. Her boyfriend glares but | smile, hooking 
her with a wink. With any luck, she'll still be out her waiting when I'm done, desperate for the chance to sleep 
with the famous Axl Rose. Her breath quickens and she pulls her guy's hand off her hip, ready to pounce on 
me. | keep eye-contact with her until I'm fully past. | know she'll still be here when I'm done with the current 


Venus on my arm. 


I's pathetic the way they fall at my feet. It's not even a game anymore. | don't have to even try, it's so easy. 
Makes me disgusted with the whole damn, thing really, but | keep playing. The bitch on my arm, presses 


herself up against me, not even aware of the date l'd just made. 
In an hour or so, she'll figure it out when | throw her out into the street but it doesn't matter. Maybe she'll 
even be happy to be used just like a Kleenex. Or maybe I'll break her heart and | don't really care. | smile down 


at her. 


Welcome to the jungle, baby. Take what you can get. 


